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Students sat in class with their
eyes propped open, hearing their
teachers without really listening to
them. The clock read 7:15. Gap-
ing mouths and puffy peepers
showed that the students hadn't
been awake long, and that if noth-
ing prevented them, they'd be
asleep again soon. The classes
dragged by, and eventually the
12:15 bell rang, then kids threw
open doors and tumbled into the
hall. Pandemonium reigned for
fifteen minutes as freshmen,
sophomores, juniors, and seniors
mixed in the corridors. Soon the
12:30 bell sounded, and for one
more five-hour span the afternoon
students had to contend with
growling stomachs and class peri-
ods that crawled by until 5:30,
when the prison of learning
released its inmates for supper.
(TOP) Marlin Mitchell turns on the charm. (BOT-
TOM LEFT) Drafting student follows the rule. (BOT-
TOM MIDDLE) Kim Lawson uses a lot of hot air.
(BOTTOM RIGHT) Students turned on the switch-
board.
EVENTS / 267